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A  CALL  TO  ARMS 


O  where  is  he  the  simple  fool 

Who  says  that  wars  are  over  ? 
What  bloody  portent  flashes  there 

Across  the  Straits  of  Dover  ? 
Nine  hundred  thousand  slaves  in  arms 

May  seek  to  bring  us  under  ; 
But  England  lives,  and  still  will  live, 
For  we'll  crush  the  despot  yonder. 
Are  we  ready,  Britons  all, 
To  answer  foes  with  thunder  ? 

Arm,  arm,  arm  ! 

O  shame  on  selfish  patronage — 

It  is  the  country's  ruin — 
Come,  put  the  right  man  in  his  place, 

And  up  now,  and  be  doing ! 
O  gather,  gallant  volunteers 
In  every  town  and  village, 
For  there  are  tigers — fiends  not  men — 
May  violate,  burn,  and  pillage  ! 

Are  you  ready,  Britons  all, 
To  answer  foes  with  thunder  ? 

Arm,  arm,  arm  ! 
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Up  stout-limb'd  yeomen,  leave  awhile 

The  fattening  of  your  cattle — 
And,  if  indeed  ye  wish  for  Peace, 

Be  ready  for  the  Battle  ! 
To  fight  the  Battle  of  the  World, 

Of  progress  and  humanity, 
In  spite  of  his  eight  million  lies 
And  bastard  Christianity  ! 

Are  we  ready,  Britons  all, 
To  answer  foes  with  thunder  ? 

Arm,  arm,  arm  ! 1 


HANDS  ALL  ROUND 

First  pledge  our  Queen  this  solemn  night, 

Then  drink  to  England,  every  guest  ; 
That  man's  the  best  Cosmopolite 

Who  loves  his  native  country  best. 
May  freedom's  oak  for  ever  live 

With  stronger  life  from  day  to  day  ; 
That  man's  the  true  Conservative 

Who  lops  the  moulder'd  branch  away. 
Hands  all  round  ! 

God  the  traitor's  hope  confound  ! 


1  The  original  poem  has  been  very  slightly  altered  for  the 
musical  setting  by  Emily  Lady  Tennyson,  edited  by  Sir 
Frederick  Bridge  (Novello). 
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To  this  great  cause  of  Freedom  drink,  my 
friends, 

And  the  great  name  of  England,  round  and 
round. 

To  all  the  loyal  hearts  who  long 

To  keep  our  English  Empire  whole  ! 
To  all  our  noble  sons,  the  strong 

New  England  of  the  Southern  Pole  ! 
To  England  under  Indian  skies, 

To  those  dark  millions  of  her  realm  ! 
To  Canada  whom  we  love  and  prize, 

Whatever  statesman  hold  the  helm. 
Hands  all  round  ! 

God  the  traitor's  hope  confound  ! 
To  this  great  name  of  England  drink,  my 
friends, 

And  all  her  glorious  empire,  round  and  round. 

To  all  our  statesmen  so  they  be 

True  leaders  of  the  land's  desire  ! 
To  both  our  Houses,  may  they  see 

Beyond  the  borough  and  the  shire  ! 
We  sail'd  wherever  ship  could  sail, 

We  founded  many  a  mighty  state  ; 
Pray  God  our  greatness  may  not  fail 

Thro'  craven  fears  of  being  great. 
Hands  all  round  ! 

God  the  traitor's  hope  confound  ! 
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To  this  great  cause  of  Freedom  drink,  my 
friends, 

And  the  great  name  of  England,  round  and 
round.1 

BRITONS,  GUARD  YOUR  OWN 

Rise,  Britons,  rise,  if  manhood  be  not  dead  ; 
The  world's  last  tempest  darkens  overhead  : 

All  freedom  vanish'd — 

The  true  men  banish'd — 
He  triumphs  !  maybe  we  shall  stand  alone  ! 

Britons,  guard  your  own. 

We  were  the  best  of  marksmen  long  ago, 

We  won  old  battles  with  our  strength,  the  bow. 

Now  practise,  yeomen, 

Like  those  bowmen, 
Till  your  balls  fly  as  their  true  shafts  have  flown, 
Yeomen,  guard  your  own. 

Should  they  land  here  and  but  one  hour  prevail, 
There  must  no  man  go  back  to  bear  the  tale  ; 

No  man  to  bear  it, 

Swear  it !    We  swear  it ! 
Although  we  fought  the  banded  world  alone, 
We  swear  to  guard  our  own. 

1  A  National  Song  by  A.  Tennyson.  The  music  arranged 
and  edited  by  C.  Villiers  Stanford.  (Boosey.) 
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RIFLEMEN  FORM  ! 

There  is  a  sound  of  thunder  afar, 
Storm  in  the  South  that  darkens  the  day  ! 
Storm  of  battle  and  thunder  of  war  ! 
Well  if  it  do  not  roll  our  way. 
Storm,  Storm,  Riflemen  form  ! 
Ready,  be  ready  against  the  storm  ! 
Riflemen,  Riflemen,  Riflemen  form  ! 

Be  not  deaf  to  the  sound  that  warns, 
Be  not  gull'd  by  a  despot's  plea  ! 
Are  figs  of  thistles  ?  or  grapes  of  thorns  ? 
How  can  a  despot  feel  with  the  Free  ? 
Form,  Form,  Riflemen  Form  ! 
Ready,  be  ready  to  meet  the  storm  ! 
Riflemen,  Riflemen,  Riflemen  form  ! 

Let  your  reforms  for  a  moment  go  ! 
Look  to  your  butts,  and  take  good  aims  ! 
Better  a  rotten  borough  or  so 
Than  a  rotten  fleet  and  a  city  in  flames  ! 
Storm,  Storm,  Riflemen  form  ! 
Ready,  be  ready  against  the  storm  ! 
Riflemen,  Riflemen,  Riflemen  form  ! 1 

1  A  Patriotic  Appeal,  composed  and  dedicated  to  H.R.H.  the 
Duke  of  Cambridge  by  M.  W.  Balfe.  (Boosey.) 
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THE  EMPIRE 
i 

Welcome,  welcome  with  one  voice  ! 
In  your  welfare  we  rejoice, 
Sons  and  brothers  that  have  sent, 
From  isle  and  cape  and  continent, 
Produce  of  your  field  and  flood, 
Mount  and  mine,  and  primal  wood  ; 
Works  of  subtle  brain  and  hand, 
And  splendours  of  the  morning  land, 
Gifts  from  every  British  zone  ; 
Britons,  hold  your  own  ! 


ii 

May  we  find,  as  ages  run, 
The  mother  featured  in  the  son  ; 
And  may  yours  for  ever  be 
That  old  strength  and  constancy 
Which  has  made  your  fathers  great 
In  our  ancient  island  State, 
And  wherever  her  flag  fly, 
Glorying  between  sea  and  sky, 
Makes  the  might  of  Britain  known  ; 
Britons,  hold  your  own  ! 
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III 

Britain  fought  her  sons  of  yore — 
Britain  fail'd  ;  and  never  more, 
Careless  of  our  growing  kin, 
Shall  we  sin  our  fathers'  sin, 
Men  that  in  a  narrower  day — 
Unprophetic  rulers  they — 
Drove  from  out  the  mother's  nest 
That  young  eagle  of  the  West 
To  forage  for  herself  alone  ; 
Britons,  hold  your  own  ! 


IV 

Sharers  of  our  glorious  past, 
Brothers,  must  we  part  at  last  ? 
Shall  we  not  thro'  good  and  ill 
Cleave  to  one  another  still  ? 
Britain's  myriad  voices  call, 
c  Sons,  be  welded  each  and  all, 
Into  one  imperial  whole, 
One  with  Britain,  heart  and  soul ! 
One  life,  one  flag,  one  fleet,  one  Throne  !  ' 
Britons,  hold  your  own  ! 1 

1  An  Ode  written  for  the  opening  of  the  Colonial  and  Indian 
Exhibition,  1 8 86.    Set  to  music  by  Arthur  Sullivan.  (Novello.) 
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THE  FLEET 

I 

You,  you,  //you  shall  fail  to  understand 
What  England  is,  and  what  her  all-in-all, 

On  you  will  come  the  curse  of  all  the  land, 
Should  this  old  England  fall 

Which  Nelson  left  so  great. 

ii 

His  isle,  the  mightiest  Ocean-power  on  earth, 
Our  own  fair  isle,  the  lord  of  every  sea — 

Her  fuller  franchise — what  would  that  be  worth — 
Her  ancient  fame  of  Free — 

Were  she  ...  a  fallen  state  ? 

in 

Her  dauntless  army  scatter'd,  and  so  small, 
Her  island-myriads  fed  from  alien  lands — 

The  fleet  of  England  is  her  all-in-all  ; 
Her  fleet  is  in  your  hands, 

And  in  her  fleet  her  Fate. 

IV 

You,  you,  that  have  the  ordering  of  her  fleet, 
If  you  should  only  compass  her  disgrace, 

When  all  men  starve,  the  wild  mob's  million  feet 
Will  kick  you  from  your  place, 

But  then  too  late,  too  late. 
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